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One day, my lord the C.-in-C.,
Commander of the Forces, Was dining with our regiment
On several toothsome courses,
And as the wine flowed ruby red, And warmed his noble bones,
He thought to try his genial wit On poor old Major Jones.
"Good Major Jones," his lordship cried,
In his delightful way, "Tour baldness is a miracle.
Now, wha^s the reason, pray?"
"Why I am bald the reason's plain,"
The Major coolly said, " Because my juniors have for long
Been stepping o'er my head,"